WATER      UNDER      THE      BRIDGES
CHAPTER VII
I
 LANDED at Yokohaina about the middle of June 1910. The
Anglo-Japanese Alliance was in full force, and the position of the
British Embassy in Tokio was unrivalled, and justifiably so under
the leadership of Sir Claude MacDonald, the Dean of the Diplomatic
Body and our first Ambassador to Japan. He had had a varied career,
having begun life as a Highland Light Infantryman and as a fighting
soldier in Egypt, Nigeria, and elsewhere. He had been British
Minister in Peldn at the time of the Boxer troubles and had com-
manded the forces which held the Legation quarter there during its
siege. Six foot four, slender, good-looking, and covered with medals
on official occasions (he is lie only person I have known who had
both a military and a civil K.C.B.), he was an imposing figure any-
where, but especially so among the little Japanese. In addition he had
great charm and was exceedingly quick on the uptake. I remember
being present on one occasion when he displayed his native wit. The
story has, I believe, been told elsewhere, but bears repeating. It was
at a lunch which he gave for a distinguished and lovely but somewhat
highbrow British lady tourist. In the course of a pause she asked him
what he thought the most beautiful thing in the world. Somewhat
naturally Sir Claude replied, "A lovely lady like yourself, Mrs. X."
She professed to despise the compliment and said that the most
beautiful thing in the world, in her opinion, was sleep. "How right
you are," said Sir Claude, "next to the lovely woman."
The best first-hand story, however, that I can remember was a
children's one. I was having tea one day in St. Petersburg with a
Countess Bobrinsky, who had two small daughters, the elder being
about seven or eight. They came into the drawing-room while I was
there, and their mother asked them what they had been doing that
afternoon. The elder girl said that they had been for a drive on the
islands and had seen a lot of little children bathing in the sea. "What
were they," asked her mother—"little boys or little girls?" "Oh,
mummy dear," she answered, "how could we tell? They hadn't got
any clothes on!"
Another quite good first-hand story was a remark of Prince
Alexander, Prince Paul of Yugoslavia's eldest boy, on his return for

